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HE next time we are tempted 

to think that ‘nobody listens 
when we speak,’ we will remem- 
ber the following epoch-making 
letter: 

The Dubuque College will be pleased 
to undertake the education of at least 
one Chinese student, and if an excep- 
tionally promising candidate can be 
found, I should try to secure money 
for his passage to this country. 

Sincerely, 
JAMEs J. KEANE, 


Archbishop of Dubuque. 

These lines are in answer to a 
request which appeared in our 
September number. A similar re- 
quest was inserted over a year 
ago and marked copies were sent 
to all our colleges, but no practi- 
cal result was obtained, although 
a favorable reply came from a 
college in Vermont. 

We have a feeling, as well as 
the hope, that something impor- 
tant will be the outcome of Arch- 
bishop Keane’s very kind offer. 

+ of 


F we aim at the highest and 
fall short, we shall be higher 
than if we had aimed low. 

If we wish to secure recruits 
for priestly work in the more 
needy districts of this country, 
it can be done in no better and 
quicker way than by cultivating 
the spirit of foreign missions. 
The whole includes the part. 
When we cafi get some of our 
youth to go the whole way, we 
can surely get many more to 
cover the easier part of the road. 

k 9 
\ JONDERFUL indeed, to those 

/ who watch, is the Providence 
of God. The missions have been 
struck an awful blow by this un- 
speakable war. The seminaries in 
Europe are empty and the muti- 
lated bodies of many who a year 
ago were aspirant apostles, are to- 
day shrouded under a little earth. 
But God is already making provi- 
sion to fill the ranks, and of all 
countries in Europe, Holland 
seems to have been chosen to 
carry out His purposes. Voca- 
tions are multiplying marvelously 
and the cry comes to us from sem- 


inary directors, “We have no 
room for more.” 

We, too, at Maryknoll, young as 
we are, could at the present mo- 
ment repeat this cry, for actually 
we seem to be at our limit of ac- 
commodation. But here under the 
broad expanse of heaven we have 
space and in our woods are giant 
oaks, while outside in the market- 
places, in factories, and homes 
thousands of good hearts are wait- 
ing to be reached by our message. 
We can make room—if we can 
make time. Our friends can help 
us to make both. 


“Behold I will save my people from 
the land of the East and from the 
land of the going down of the sun.’— 
Zach, viit. 7. 


We have one ambition—among 

others—and that is to get a 
hearing in all the Catholic papers 
of the United States. This is not 
SO easy as it appears. 

In the first place, we know of 
no complete list. Again, while a 
few publications are studiously 
blind to our existence and some to 
the existence of foreign missions 
generally, many simply do not see. 
Their spirit has been traditionally 
parochial, or at best national, and 
in this they have been guided un- 
consciously by what their readers 
expect rather than by what they 
need. 

Some Catholic papers have 
recognized and applauded our 
aims and are ever ready to publish 
any news bearing on the progress 
of our young Seminary. Yet we 
cannot recall having seen in more 
than seven or eight, during the past 
twelve years, any editorial mention 
of foreign mission enterprise in 
America. 

We plead for at least an oc- 
casional recognition of the efforts 
that are being made to arouse the 
American Catholic conscience to 
its duty toward the heathen. 
There are in this country only a 
few organizations interested in the 
world-wide movement of the 
Church, and they need the good- 
will of all Catholic editors. We 
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are among these few and we will 
appreciate the co-operation of our 
brother editors. There are many 
subjects to treat, we know, and 
many urgent local claims, but the 
foreign mission spirit will help 
more than is realized, to meet the 
vital needs, rather spiritual than 
temporal, of the Church at home. 
/ 

T is safe to say that no phase of 

Catholic activity will suffer 
greater and longer-continued loss 
from the European War than 
Catholic foreign missions. 

Until now, as is well known by 
observant Catholics, the | great 
bulk of money destined for for- 
eign missions and practically all 
the priests, brothers, and nuns 
came from Europe, largely from 
France, Belgium, and Germany. 
Reports lately received speak of 
deserted mission seminaries, of 
depleted treasuries, of impover- 
ished patrons, and of diminished 
gatherings from the two largest 
agencies for foreign mission sup- 
port—the Society for the Propa- 
gation of the Faith and the Asso- 
ciation of the Holy Childhood, 
both with headquarters in Paris. 

No one knows when the war 
will end, but even if peace should 
be declared in six months, it will 
take years to re-establish condi- 
tions, and the missions, being re- 
mote, will be the last to recover 
from the conflict of nations. 


Who will save the missions? 
Already scores have perished, 
while hundreds are at a standstill, 
threatened with extinction. 

(There is not the least exaggera- 
i. in this statement.) From the 
nations plunged in war we can ex- 
pect little or nothing, for the pres- 
ent at least. Then, if we except 
Spain and Holland, we must look 
away from Europe, and our eyes 
cannot but rest on the United 
States of America. 

The most fortunate people in 
the world to-day, we should also 
be the most deeply grateful. We 
are spared the cruel hardships of a 
fearful war, and though here and 
there industrial conditions are af- 


fected and some of us must feel 
the pressure of ‘hard times,’ yet 
the country is prosperous and the 
world is pouring its gold into our 
coffers. 


Hundreds of missioners, whole- 
hearted priests, brothers, and 
nuns, self-exiled for the love of 
Jesus Christ, look to-day only to 
this country for the aid which 
they had confidently expected 
from Europe. Thousands of cate- 
chumens preparing for baptism 


HIS EXCELLENCY THE, MOST REV, JOHN 

BONZANO, APOSTOLIC DELEGATE TO THE 

UNITED STATES, ONCE A MISSIONER IN 
CHINA, 


From Prince and Prelate. 


I am pleased to learn that your In- 
stitution has received from Rome the 
Decretum Laudis. May this approval 
of the Holy See be a source of en- 
couragement to the superiors of -the 
Society and a stimulus to the Catholic 
youth of America, by increasing among 
them the number of missionary voca- 
tions! 

I notice with pleasure that the num- 
ber of your students has already 
reached a high percentage during the 
short time that has elapsed since the 
opening of the College. 

Wishing success and blessing upon 
your work, I remain 

Sincerely yours in Xt., 
>«Joun Bonzano, 
Archbishop of Melitene, 
Apostolic Delegate. 


and tens of thousands of little 
children may never receive the 
lustral waters if American hearts 
are hardened to their appeals. 

Give—prayers, money, yourself 
if fitted for the apostolate. Give 
to whom and where you will, but 
do not fail to see the whitened 
fields where the grain will rot if 
harvesters are not provided and 
sustained. 








It was a great pleasure for me to 
learn that you have a registry of 
thirty-eight students from the various 
States. I trust Maryknoll will prove 
herself a rival of the Paris Foreign 
Mission Seminary. “ Z4mulamini in 
Domino.” 

Wishing you every blessing and suc- 
cess, I am 

Faithfully yours in Xto., 
>kJoHN Carp. FArtey, 
Archbishop of New York. 


St. Paul, Minn. 
I am much pleased to learn that the 
authorities in Rome have formally ex- 
tended their protecting hand over the 
great work to which you have conse- 
crated your life. I am very glad, also, 
to know that you have a large number 
of students listed on your books. It is 
a great work that you have under- 

taken, and I pray God to bless it. 

Very sincerely, 
>kJoHN IRELAND. 


Bishop’s House, Rockford, III. 

I rejoice with you in the reception 
of the Decretum. It is a pleasing evi- 
dence of the appreciation of your good 
work. May the Lord bless it from 
day to day! ee} 

. J. MuLpoon. 


I have received your announcement 
that the Holy See has sent you the 
Decretum Laudis and has placed you 
under the Sacred Congregation of the 
Propaganda. Please accept for your- 
self and your co-workers my cordial 
congratulations. God bless your work! 

> Jos—EpH CHARTRAND, 
Coadjutor Bishop, Indianapolis. 

I am much pleased to receive the 
good news of the Holy See’s action in 
favor of your Seminary. It must be 
very encouraging also to have the 
marked increase in your registration. 

The Master of the harvests that 
await the apostolic reapers you are 
training, is blessing your work most 
abundantly. May there be an increase 
each year of blessing and grace from 
His Sacred Heart! 

Sincerely yours in Xt., 
>«P. J. Hayes, Bp. Tagaste. 
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A Chance for a University. 


F some religiously am- 

bitious educational 

| body would consider 

|a branch school in 

| China, the question 

‘w would be not so much 

one of support but of 

beginning. Here is 

what a distinguished Chinese lay 
Catholic writes: 

Schools, like all other establishments 
in which the Chinese are honestly 
dealt with, meet not only with the 
moral support of the people, but in 
most cases also with monetary support. 
It is, therefore, not a question of sup- 
porting schools, but rather one of 
starting them. 

And what is the expense involved in 
establishing a good day-school in a 
neighborhood like Canton, for instance, 
where a great number of pupils would 
easily be enrolled? The answer is 
most encouraging—it would cost in 
China about half as much as it would 
in America. A good school can be 
built in China for about $5,000 and up- 
ward. A teacher’s passage to China 
can be limited to about $350, while the 
subsequent salary would amount to 
something like $60 a month. This 
salary would provide the teacher with 
food, clothing, servants, pocket-money, 
and even with ordinary medical care 
when necessary. It would need to be 
furnished only until the school should 
be in good running order, for after 
that the natives would probably be 
only too glad to support it themselves. 





The average Chinese combines with- 
in himself not only a desire for learn- 
ing, but also a willingness to undergo 
hardships in its acquisition. That the 
present moment is the acceptable time 
for Catholics to build schools in China, 
is well known to all who have been 
watching the political affairs of that 
country. Those who help China in its 
present crisis will, hereafter, gain not 
only its thanks but also its confidence. 

If, however, we continue to expect 
that the Catholic missioner should 
preach the Gospel from mission to mis- 
sion, should minister to all the spiritual 
wants of the faithful, should build 
churches and chapels, should attend to 
the secular education of the Chinese 
Catholics, and that he should do all 
these’ things well and in pace with 
other evangelizing bodies, we shall be 
disappointed, for we are expecting too 
much from the missioner. Nor must 
we in this case be surprised to find in 
years to come that the Protestant Chi- 
nese have, through their superior edu- 
cation, gained in every direction, while 
Catholics have made but slow and 
painful advances. 


The Note Column. 


SYRACUSE priest asks us to 
find the “ Prayer for Light,” 
composed by the Rev. John 
Thayer, a converted Puritan min- 
ister of Boston. Can any of our 
readers supply this? 


Maryknoll, though a youngster, 
has been honored by the visits of 
several bishops, and we regret to 
record the death of the first, the 
late Bishop Linneborn, of Dacca, 
India. We ask our _ readers’ 
prayers for his soul. 


An Auxiliary Lay Society in 
Ireland devotes its energies to the 
support of students destined for 
the foreign missions. Last year 
it expended nearly $3,500 for this 
noble purpose. 


Fr. Kane and one of our aux- 
iliary brothers were engaged until 
recently in making known THE 
Fretp AFAR in the diocese of 
Harrisburg, Pa. Through the 
courtesy of Bishop Shanahan, 
Monsignor Hassett, and many of 
the pastors, a promising field was 
opened and several hundred new 
subscribers secured. 


As to Perpetual Associates— 

The offering is fifty dollars. 

This entitles the giver to the 
ever-increasing spiritual advan- 
tages of the Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society, to continue 
through life and after death. 

The offering may be made, if 
desired, in smaller sums covering 
a period of two years. 


Dr. Koo, the Chinese Minister 
to Mexico, said at the Bankers’ 
Club in New York lately: 

Anywhere you go in China, among 
both the educated and the illiterate 
classes, you will be informed that the 
American is all right. A young man 
in China would not be considered up- 
to-date unless he wore shoes of Amer- 
ican make, a coat of American cut, and 
09 an American cigarette between his 
ips. 

This looks as if American 
priests would have a good field. 


A Word on Mite Boxes. 


HE mite box and you are a 
good combination. Add to it 
the offerings of the young under 
your care, and the result to all 
concerned will be even better. 
Vocations to the priesthood 
may spring from the charity that 
a mite box inspires. Family love 
will be stronger through the spirit 
of sacrifice for God and souls 
which a mite box stimulates. 
Make the mite box at least as 
indispensable in your household 
as is the clock on your mantel, and 
remember that while the clock 
ticks off the seconds of time that 
will be no more, the mite box 
registers the acts that count for 
eternity. 








Christmas! The feast that 
touches every Christian heart, 
however troubled, is only a few 
weeks away. Our Hebrew store- 
keepers, among others, are already 
appealing to prospective buyers, 
and it is not too early for us to 
say to you: 

Take more than a pass- 
ing glance at the double- 
column announcement on 
page III. 


Bishop Biermans, who, hat in 
hand, toured this country last 
spring and won his way to many 
hearts, left Europe in September 
by the only available boat for 
Africa. He wrote to Maryknoll 
before his departure and expressed 
his delight at finding the mis- 
sionary spirit stronger than ever 
in his fatherland, little Holland. 
We look forward shortly to a let- 
ter announcing the safe arrival of 
this zealous and apostolic prelate 
among his much-loved people, the 
blacks of Uganda. 


St. Mary’s Mission-House, at 
Techny, IIl., recently celebrated 
the fortieth anniversary of the 
foundation of the Society of the 
Divine Word and at the same time 
formally received eight candidates 
into the novitiate. This society, 
started at Steyl, Holland, by the 
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saintly Fr. Janssen, has had a 
remarkable growth and counts to- 
day eight hundred priests and 
about the same number of broth- 
ers. It has established houses in 
Holland, Germany, Austria, Italy, 
South America, and the United 
States. 


Why can we not combine our 
solicitude for the Souls in Purga- 
tory with that for the unconverted 
millions who grope in awful dark- 
ness? 

We should help both. The de- 
parted need our aid since they can 
no longer aid themselves.¢ Yet 
they are on the King’s highway, 
safe for eternity, while the 
heathen are in the valley without 
- a guide. 

Attention to our All Souls 
Burse and to our Memorial As- 
sociate Membership will suggest 
this combination of interests. 


Times in England are hard, and 
the Mission School at Freshfield 
has been struggling to keep afloat. 
Conditions were such that the va- 
cation season was unduly ex- 
tended, but Fr. Farmer, the Rec- 
tor, has just written us this good 
news: 

I think I told you that on account of 
heavy expenses, occasioned by the war, 
we decided to close for three montlis. 
I asked the boys to pray to St. Joseph, 
that he might inspire some generous 
soul to send me £100 for one month’s 
maintenance of the house, and I said 
that if he did so, I would call them 
back a month earlier than we intended. 

Their prayer was heard and a bene- 
factor, whom I have never met, dis- 
covered our want in some way un- 
known to me and sent me £100, la- 
belled “Sister Teresa.” So we are 
back again, special debtors to St. Jo- 
seph and The Little Flower. 


Monsignor Dunn, of New York, 
lately received $200 as a compro- 
mise in the settlement of a will 
from which he had good reason to 
expect $3,000. This is not so 
bad. We received nothing from 
one which gave certain promise of 
$10,000. 

That is why we advise the 
annuity plan. Give while you 


live, what you intend to bestow, 
and arrange to have your bene- 
ficiary, ourselves or any other es- 
tablished charity, pay you regu- 
larly every six months a reason- 
able interest, e. g., four or even 
five per cent. 


A Long Ago Social with Long 
Ago Music! It was held under 
the auspices of the Field Afar 
Circle, at the K. C. (not Casey) 
Club House, Olyphant (not Ele- 
phant), Pa., and it netted us the 
‘tidy little’ sum of one hundred 
odd dollars. 

This splendid success was due 
in no small measure to the activi- 
ties and experience of the circle 
promoters, notably Mrs. K. L. 
Stone and Mrs. J. R. McHall. 
Their efforts were generously 
seconded by the Knights of Co- 
lumbus in Olyphant, who provided 
the hall and helped to fill it with 
desirables, whatever that means. 
And best of all, the affair had the 
approbation and good-will of the 
pastor, the Rev. Patrick J. Mur- 
phy, LL.D. 

Among the euchre prizes at this 
social were some embroideries 
from China—the work of Catholic 
orphan children—and the Oly- 
phantines agreed that they were 
“beautiful beyond description, 
gave the affair a distinctive tone, 
and brought out people who other- 
wise would not have attended.” 

Olyphant means much hencefor- 
ward, at least to Maryknoll. 


A great loss to the Church in 
the United States and especially 
to the flourishing diocese of Los 
Angeles is the late Bishop Conaty, 
for the repose of whose valiant 
soul we ask the prayers of our 


readers. Bishop Conaty has on 
several occasions written kind 
words of encouragement to Mary- 
knoll and only five months ago 
we received from him the follow- 
ing letter: 

I have watched with great interest 
the establishment of the Catholic For- 
eign Mission Society of America and 
I wish to extend to you my most sin- 
cere congratulations upon its success. 





HERE are few, if any, of our 

patrons, who have not seen 

a sample of our Prayer Prints. 

Some people use them habitually 

in correspondence, as we do our- 
selves. 

We are pleased to announce a 
new set at the same price as the 
last—only twenty-five cents a 
hundred. The stock is limited 
and you should send soon if you 
desire all the subjects, a complete 
list of which will be found else- 
where in this issue. (See page IV.) 








It contributes its share to the great 
work of the foreign missions, thus 
paying back some of the debt which 
we owe to the missioners through 
whose labors the Church has been. es- 
tablished in our own country. It is 
certainly a splendid expression of un- 
selfishness and is worthy of every 
encouragement. 

You have our prayers and we stand 
ready in every way possible to further 
the noble undertaking in which you are 
so zealously engaged. 

With best wishes, I am 

Yours very sincerely in Christ, 
THomas J. Conaty, 
Bishop of Los Angeles. 








FHow to Execute Wour Own Will. 

Our Society, incorporated under 
the laws of New York State, will 
accept gifts, large or small, in 
money, stocks, or bonds, agreeing 
to pay to the donor for life a rea- 
sonable income from the same. 
Persons of comparatively small 
means will by this arrangement 
probably obtain a better income 
than at present, while avoiding 
the risks and waste of a will con- 
test. At the same time they will 
be furthering the cause of foreign 
missions. 

We invite correspondence on 
this subject and will gladly send 
further details. 
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FROM OUR UGANDA SOGARTHS. 

Another letter from Fr. Peter 
Rogan! Some of our readers 
have been getting anxious about 
him lately and they will be re- 
lieved to gather from the follow- 
ing sketch that he is well and, as 
he modestly puts it, “ sillier than 
ever ;” 








Mumias, B. E. Africa. 
Dear FIELD AFAR: 

It may be true that “one half of the 
world doesn’t know how the other half 
lives,’ but we of the heathen half 
know at least how those of the Chris- 
tian half die nowadays. Yet death and 
the horrors of dying in war are grue- 
some substitutes for life and the joys 
of living in peace, and if we mean to 
preserve the old adage in its original 
setting, we shall have to attach a re- 
stricted meaning to the word “ world.” 
And so I wonder if one half of the 
missioners of the heathen world 
knows how the other half is faring 
during war-time. 

English ships still steadily sail to 
English colonies, but scarcity of food 
at home means scarcity of food abroad. 
Flour now-a-weeks has got such an 
idea of itself that you might just as 
well be buying a bag of gold-dust—the 
price has added several cubits to its 
stature and missionary purses have re- 
tired, beaten, from the uneven con- 
test. In the early days of the war we 
experimented with half measures of 
flour and half measures of other pow- 
dery products, and tried the mixture 
on our visitors. But even the other 
powdery products are getting aristo- 
cratic now. I have just been confer- 
ring with my companion as to the 
probable result of a loaf made of half 
flour and half saw-dust. (As he is an 
amateur carpenter, he ought to know.) 
His proportion of saw- -dust, with my 
previous experiments, gives the fol- 
lowing recipe for Mumias War-Loaf: 


3 cracked cupfuls of borrowed 
flour ; 

1 cupful of fine saw-dust; 

2 bent eggs (if ostriches in- 
habit the mission, I egg is 
sufficient) ; 

3 tablespoonfuls of fresh air; 

I pinch of salt. 

(If you haven’t the above in- 
gredients yourself, you'd 
better ‘pinch’ them as well.) 

Fold these articles together, 
bake in a slow oven, and 
w hen stiff, let the other man 
eat it. 


Speaking of carpentry, I would ad- 
vise all candidates for the foreign mis- 
sions, now resident at Maryknoll, to 
take up some such hobby as a source 
of income in the event of another 
“Entente Cordiale” among European 
Powers. Personally, I am trying to 
persuade a few of our faded Fathers 
to send me their measurements for 
roomy, water-proof, and cosy coffins. 
I guarantee a perfect fit in each case, 
my only condition being that every 
purchaser of a coffin pays for it before 
getting in. 








MR > SP O00 L 
(Fr. Rogan’s Cobbler?) 
[Photo sent by Fr. Burns.] 





Beyond my fellow laborers in the 
vineyard—I was going to say grave- 
yard—I haven’t much of an outlet for 
our manufactured goods. So if any 
charitably disposed reader of THE 
Fretp AFAR will just drop me an order 
for, say, a couple of mouse-traps, he 
will earn the prayers and undying 
gratitude of at least one poor, strug- 
gling missioner. 

Yours gratefully, 
ROGAN. 





For Christmas. 
THOUGHTS 
FROM MODERN MARTYRS 
A book for your table, to be used 
occasionally. 
Interesting, edifying and stimulating. 
In cloth, 30 cents; postage 5 cents 


JUST DE BRETENIERES 
(Bret-on-yair) 

The life of this 19th century martyr 

is selling for only Fifty Cents. 

Postage 10 cents extra. Order now. 


Address: The Field Afar 
Ossining New York 




















Our missioners are not likely 
to forget the war, and yet, trust- 
ing always in Divine Providence, 
they do not allow themselves to be 
cast down by its blighting effects. 
Fr. MacLoone, a Donegal priest 
in Uganda, writes in a recent 
letter : 

Thank God, we are one and all 
just as bright, cheerful, and happy as 
ever we were, notwithstanding the dis- 
mal present and future for our poor 
missions. We can say that our work 
is really and truly God’s work. Now 
then, He has to look after His own in- 
terests and we feel confident that He 
will take care of our missions. So we 
are going to keep on smiling to the 
end. 

In my daily Mass I make a memento 
for all our Catholic soldiers at the 
front, that God may protect them and 
grant to those who are asked to give 
up their lives, the grace of a happy 
death. Our Christians say their own 
little prayers for the same intention 
every day. They are very anxious to 
find out if we know when the war is 
going to end. Please God, it will be 
soon. 

CHANGING CHINA. 

American sports are. finding 
their way into China and in 
the beautiful new park which is 
being laid out in Pekin, there will 
be tennis courts and _ football 
grounds. 


Modern motor-boats are stead- 
ily replacing the native craft used 
on the rivers of South China, and 
it is said that the more rapid and 
regular service has had a stimu- 
lating effect on all kinds of busi- 
ness activities. 
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From an authoritative source in 
China we learn that the Chinese 
are strongly agitating the question 
of the best kind of government 
for their country and that mon- 
archy is the cherished word of a 
political power that might very 
soon create much trouble. 


It is reported that a Chinese 
steamship line to the Pacific Coast 
will be in operation within a year. 
Already preparations are tnder 
way for the construction of five 
modern steamers, equipped for 
passenger and cargo traffic. 


The Chinese are anxious to 
look at themselves in American 
mirrors and to look at store ar- 
ticles through American plate- 
glass windows. A large quantity 
of both kinds of merchandise is 
being shipped to Hongkong. 


long-continued discus- 
sion and agitation, a_ wireless 
telegraph service has finally 
been established at Hongkong. 
The plant was constructed by an 
expert sent out from England 
and is in charge of the colonial 
government. 


After 


One of the few American mis- 
sioners in China is Fr. Sylvester 
Espelage, a Franciscan. Fr. Es- 
pelage has been visiting his native 
country and we had the pleasure, 
some time ago, of welcoming him 
to Maryknoll. He is now on his 
way back to Hankow, via Naples, 
Port Said, Suez, Colombo, Singa- 
pore, Hongkong, and Shanghai. 
Follow him, boys,—at least on 
the map. 


To Father Werner, of Swatow, 
we owe a Chinese compass such 
as is used occasionally for finding 


suitable burial-plots. We have 
given it to the Vénard students, 
and we may use it when we are 
searching for the new site of our 
Apostolic School near Scranton. 
It will at least give us the compass 
points, and as we wish to get a 
southern hillside, we shall need 
such guidance. 


Our Canadian friend over in 
Taichowfu, Fr. J. M. Fraser, is 
of the opinion that the celebrated 
filial piety of the Chinese comes 
not so much from natural instinct 
as from fear of punishment. He 
encloses a clipping which reports 
the execution of a son as the pen- 
alty for cursing his mother, and 
adds: 


All modes of corporal punishment 
were abolished in China when the re- 
publican form of government was 
inaugurated, but they are gradually 
being introduced again. It was found 
out that leniency to criminals only in- 
creased crime. Hundreds of thou- 
sands of Chinese much preferred to 
be housed and fed in prison rather 
than to suffer hardships outside, or at 
least they saw nothing to be feared in 
the former life, as no corporal pun- 
ishment was inflicted. But now even 
Europeans in Shanghai are advocating 
a return to the bamboo rod. 

Who knows but that the present 
war may not have been produced in 
great measure by “ sparing the rod and 
spoiling the child?” At any rate, the 
people engaged in it are now being 
severely thrashed. May we all reform 
our spoiled natures! 


An account of the great flood 
at Canton has come to us from Sr. 
Mary Angeline, an American nun 
in whose letters our readers are 
always interested : 


Being forced on vacation while still 
in the commencement of our examina- 
tions, we have been enjoying it by do- 
ing what we can for the refugees of 
the annual inundation. On account of 
the tides and the excessive rains, the 
rivers overflow their banks every year, 
often causing great loss of life and 
property. Strong dikes have been built 
in the hope of bridling the waters, but 
when these give way, everything is 
submerged. 

This year the floods have surpassed 
themselves, and sweéping before them 
thousands of houses and their inhabit- 
ants, they have reached us even here. 
It is as if we were in Holland. We 
have water streets, in which boats are 
such a luxury that but few can afford 
them. One of our pupils, unable to 
leave and very anxious about her 
family, begged a man to go and learn 
if her people were safe. He desired 
twenty dollars to make the trip in a 
sampan. Needless to say, the poor 
child was obliged to trust in God and 
stifle her fears as best she could. 

A strong current swept down the 
river, bearing all sorts of debris. 
Barrels, boxes, beams, and pieces of 
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furniture came rushing along, and on 
many of these articles were to be seen 
unfortunate victims, clinging for their 
lives. 

The city authorities have placed the 
ancient bonze monasteries at the dis- 
position of the thousands of rescued, 
but there is a great lack of food. A 
kind of purée is brought in large 
wooden pails and served to the crowds, 
who are true pictures of misery and 
suffering. This purée looks like what 
I have often seen given to stock in 
America. You can imagine the amount 
of pillaging that is carried on by the 
half-starved, homeless people. Their 
usual mode of procedure is to set fire 
to a building and then, while every- 
body is excited, to carry off all they 
can lay hands on. 

Whether incendiary or not, a dis- 
astrous fire broke out in the city when 
the flood was at its height. Hundreds 
of lives were lost and many hundreds 
of buildings destroyed. The governor 
sent boats to the rescue, but a kerosene 
tank exploded, the oil spread over the 
water, and no one could approach to 
aid the victims. A high wind favored 
the infuriated flames, and for two 
days and nights they continued their 
work of destruction. 


In spite of the fact that he has 
‘troubles of his own,’ Fr. Wer- 
ner, in Chaoyang, is interested in 
our building problems. He 
writes: 

I read in your paper that you would 
give $1.75 a day to a workman. I wish 
I could send you some of my Chinese. 
For an American dollar you could 
have four men, who would work as 
well as Italians, if not better. 

What do you think about the end of 
this horrible war? Last year some of 
the European colony at Swatow laid 
wagers on the conclusion of peace for 
the spring of 1915—and now! What 
has become of my parents and rela- 
tives, I do not know. I have had no 
news from my country since last year, 
but I read in the papers that both 
armies fought horrible battles around 
my native village. Without doubt all 
the houses were destroyed. 
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The country here is fairly tranquil, 
but the secret sects make noise, plun- 
der the dwellings of the rich, and kill 
any who resist them. Two chapels 
of my district were destroyed by the 
pagans a few days ago, and the Chris- 
tians dispersed in every direction. 
With the help of the French consul, 
I hope to receive some compensation, 
though the mandarin hates our holy 
religion with all his heart. I know I 
must fight a long time before the 
guilty ones are punished. 


Our readers have already heard 
of the Union for Catholic Chinese 
Action—the U. C. C. A.—a Chi- 
nese society similar in many re- 
spects to the K. of C. Fr. 
Lebbe, Vicar-General of Tien- 
tsin, who wishes to make known 
its splendid work to the Knights 
as a possible preparation for their 
establishment in China, writes: 


The U. C. C. A. at Tientsin is flour- 
ishing and has already accomplished 
wonders. It was this organization 
which drew the attention of all Catho- 
lic China to the elections two years 
ago, and wherever its voice was heard, 
Catholics succeeded in securing dele- 
gates in spite of their inferior numbers. 
Again, it was the U. C. C. A. that 
opened and sustained with admirable 
courage the combat against the pro- 
posed law which would make Confu- 
cianism a State religion. And not- 
withstanding difficulties which seemed 
insurmountable, it won its cause. Un- 
der its auspices was held the first con- 
gress of Catholic laymen that China 
has ever seen and to it was due the 
organization of the first of the splen- 
did lectures which have each time at- 
tracted thousands of auditors. 

As the influence of this society in- 
creases, it will become, humanly speak- 
ing, the only bulwark against the grow- 
ing activity of the Protestant Y. M. 
C. A. If, like the latter, it could have 
the moral support of America and the 
means to establish centres in different 
places, it would, with God’s help, be 
sure of victory. 


Twenty-five years of service in 
China! Such is Sister Xavier’s 
record and we can form but a 
faint idea of the good that has 
been done by this zealous Sister 


of Charity since she left England. 


a quarter of a century ago. She 
wrote us on the day of her jubi- 
lee: 

With keen interest do I follow all 
your doings and developments at 
Maryknoll and daily do I thank God 
for the splendid work that is going 


ahead, so evidently blessed by Him. 
Could it be otherwise on Our Lady’s 
own Knoll? The announcement of 
your ordinations makes one’s heart 
beat. The dénouement is approaching 
and ere long your young priests will be 
sallying forth to the mission-field, 
where so many thousands of souls, still 
groveling in the darkness of pagan- 
ism, await their arrival. I wonder if 
I shall live to see that happy, longed- 
for day; in any case, it will bring 
untold joy to many. 

I hope you have heard from our 
new Irish missioner, Fr. Nugent. May 
Mungret send us more of the same 
type! He will have told you many 
sad details,—of districts bereft of mis- 
sioners by this terrible war and of 
works brought to a standstill because 
the funds necessary to keep them go- 
ing have ceased. 

It is a very hard time for all, but 
it is, too, a time in which to prove our 
unbounded confidence in the Provi- 
dence of God, Who will never abandon 
His children. He must show us now 
His love for these poor, little waifs, 
these old men on the verge of the 
tomb, who are pleading for their daily 
rice. This year sixty dollars is all the 
Holy Childhood could send us to keep 
our two hundred children and six 
Sisters, while among our torty aged 
only thirteen have their maintenance 
assured. 

During the year, while visiting the 
hamlets and villages scattered among 
the valleys and islands, we opened the 
gates of Heaven to over twenty-five 
hundred little ones. It is strange how 
often Our Lord allows us to reach 
some distant place just in time to 
secure the salvation of a precious soul 
about to expire. Sometimes the chil- 
dren are even laid out to die and 
seem to be awaiting the waters of 
baptism. One day, perhaps, your Te- 
resians will be engaged in the same 
beautiful work, the most consoling in 
this pagan land. Many miles over 
mountains and through valleys have to 
be traversed in search of such little 
souls, but all fatigue is forgotten when 
we return home with thirty or forty 
baptisms. 


Fr. Cothonay, in Tong-king, is 
an old friend and we are always 
glad to hear from him. His la- 
test letter begins by dealing a 
heavy blow to our humility, but 
we print it for the benefit of our 
readers: 

I admire many things in THE FIELD 
AFAr, but above all your art of beg- 
ging, which is every month more per- 
fect. Who would have said that you 
would find it possible to beg for your 
poultry, your piggery, and a sewer? 


I have some poultry also and it is 
“within a safe distance,” but robbers 
came one dark night and took away 
twenty-one hens, in spite of the fact 
that two dogs, believed to be very 
vicious, were sleeping near by. I am 
unfortunate in living among a peo- 
ple who entirely ignore the seventh 
commandment. Lately I have been de- 
prived of a buffalo, a cow, a ciborium, 
and many other things. When you 
are poor, you feel such losses keenly. 


In Tong-king July is the month of 
great rains. This year Lang-Son was 
not flooded as it was last year, thank 
God, but lower down in the Delta 
there were big floods and untold calam- 
ities. Millions of dollars’ worth of 
property was destroyed and thousands 
of lives were lost. 

I had occasion a few days ago to 
visit that devastated region, which ex- 
tends over hundreds of leagues, and I 
was struck with horror, Though there 
is a flood in Tong-king every year, 
good authority says that this one sur- 
passes all those that have taken place 
in previous years. And what a famine 
there will be, for millions of people 
have lost their crops and are without 
store for a needy day! How many 
parents will sell their children and 
what a golden opportunity this would 
be to buy souls, if I were not ruined! 

k 
ETTERS from the following 

4 missioners have reached us 

since our last issue: 


AFRICA— 

Fr. Esvan, Ziguinchor; Fr. MacLoone, 
Nagalama; Fr. Meehan, Bathurst. 
CHINA— 

Fr. Robert, 
Chusan; Sr. 
INDIA— 

Bishop Eestermans, Lahore; Bishop 
Joulain, Jaffna; Fr. Dominic, Trevan- 
drum; Fr. John Joseph, Puttempally; 
Fr. Jos. v. d. Besselaar, Valarpuram; 
Fr. Francis, Pallai. 

INDO-CHINA— 

Very Rev. Fr. Cothonay, Lang-Son. 
JAPAN AND KOREA— 

Bishop Berlioz, Hakodate; Bishop 
Chatron, Osaka; Bishop Combaz, Naga- 
saki; Bishop Demange, Taikou; Bishop 
Mutel, Seoul. 

PHILIPPINE ISLANDS— 

Bishop Hurth, Nueva Segovia. 


Hongkong; Sr. Xavier, 
Mary Angeline, Canton. 


Acknowledgment for letters and 
photographs is due to: 
AFRICA— 

Fr. P. Rogan, Mumias. 
CHINA— 

Bishop Faveau, Hangchow; Bishop 
Landi, Lao-ho-kow; Bishop Otto, Kansu. 
INDIA— 

Fr. Colli, Secunderabad; Bro. J. An- 
thony, Bellary. 
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The Burse Record. Sci 2 BAH #8 FBA* F&F 2 Oe 2 B Bee. 


May, 1915. Nov., 1915. 
HE record of burse progress t,.a:ds Cheverus Centennial School Burse *$3.109.50  *$3,159.12 


published here, reveals a Towards St. Teresa Burse $2,021.50 op ap 
= = : Towards Our Lady of Mt. Carmel Burse 71,890.43 1,917.43 
steady growth of interest in this 7 yards St. Joseph Burse 1522.65 1,784.75 
most important feature of our Towards All Souls Burse 1,549.91 1,717.79 
Towards The A. M. D. G. Memorial Burse 1,502.00 1,503.00 
development, and we iis deeply Towards Little Flower of Jesus Burse (for The Vén- 
grateful that the idea is catching ) 714.83 1,440.95 
the attention of our readers. Tewente “—_—o —- 
owards e 9 e 
; pe — —. wd Towards Holy Child Jesus Burse 92491 1,031.26 
in the making, just about forty Towards Bl. Theophane Vénard Burse (for the Vén- 
burses, and at the present moment d) 1,015.00 
we have the same number of stu- Towards 50 640.26 


al Towards St. Stephen Burse 344.00 
that the sum of at least five thou- Towards Pius X. Burse 3 309.60 


sand dollars has been carefully in- Towards St. Columba Burse J 306.50 

vested so as to yield $250 every Towards St. Anthony Burse . 292.03 

year, this amount to be applied to Towards Unnamed Memorial Burse - 255.71 

oa sbvalinnst ot Marvknoll Towards St. Francis of Assisi Burse ; 249.35 

ry s Towards The Susan Emery Memorial Burse 206.95 

’ See Towards St. Francis Xavier Burse A 171.21 

In most educational institutions, —— a — — . Ly 
ele owards St. Boniface Burse 4 x 

more students signify a greater Towards St. John the Baptist Burse : 122.00 

income. We, however, live, not —— op eng Blood Burse Sire Ly 
ae : owards All Saints Burse S 73. 

on tuition and board aire but Towards St. Dominie Burse ’ 72.30 

largely on the charity of inter- Towards St. Rita Burse i 40.25 

ested Catholics, and every student Towards Curé of Ars Burse cei 28.00 


; Towards Joan of Are Burse Ree A 10.00 
received means so much extra ex- Towards Our Lady of Victory Burse rate 5.00 


pense. Yet, as with the truly Towards St. Paul Burse mero 3.00 
Catholic parent, if God sends us ' Any a or share in a burse may be donated, if desired, in memory of the 
more, they are welcome and we eceased. 

are glad. We know that if He 4.145 Foreign Mi Ping rer gi lal - 
adds to our responsibility and to vin ae, eee ee $1,300.00 


' Towards Vénard Student Fund 
our outlay, He will add to our ~¥*On hand, but not operative. 


strength and to our intake. t$1,000 on hand, but not operative. 








A BURSE OR FOUNDATION IS A SUM OF MONEY, THE INTEREST OF WHICH WILL SUPPORT AND EDUCATE, CONTINUOUSLY,ZONE OF OUR STUDENTS FOR THE 
PRIESTHOOD. THE LIST OF OUR COMPLETED BURSES MAY BE FOUND ON THE NEXT PAGE. 
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OUR COMPLETED BURSES. 
The Cardinal Farley Burse $5,000. 
The Sacred Heart Memorial 

Burse 
The Boland Memorial Burse 6,000. 
The Blessed Sacrament Burse 5,900. 
*The St. Willibrord Burse... 5,000. 
The Providence Diocese Burse 5,002. 
The Fr. Elias Younan Burse 5,000. 
The Mary, Queen of Apostles, 

Burse .. 5,000. 


+ + 
The Burse-Makers. 
‘*] WISH I could have a burse all 
to myself. I would name it 
in memory of one who was dear 
to me in this life.” 

“ Mine for a St. Francis Xavier 
Burse. If every man in this 
country who signs himself F. X. 
would give this burse a lift, it 
would soon be on top of the 
heap.” 


“Hundreds of St. Francis 
Tertiaries would be interested in 
your St. Francis of Assisi Burse, 
if you could only make known to 
them the need and the oppor- 
tunity.” 


Truly Catholic in spirit are 
many of our order-priests. Here, 
for example, is one, a Franciscan, 
who sends us twenty-five dollars 
—begged from a friend—to start 
a Curé of Ars Burse, “hoping 
that God will raise up priests like 
him to labor with his zeal for the 
salvation of souls. Later on,” 
adds the worthy religious, “‘ when 
I can, I will get others to help the 
burse, as I have a special devotion 
to this holy priest.” 


An A. O. H. Division in Massa- 
chusetts sent us lately a gift of ten 
dollars in memory of Patrick J. 
Hennessey, one of its members. 

The Division expressed the hope 

‘that our St. Patrick Burse would 
grow more rapidly. We desire 
this, too, but we have many good- 
hearted sons and daughters of 
Erin to accomplish the task if they 
will. There is another burse-card 
up our sleeve for the A. O. H. 
and that is for the Mass. A. O. H. 


*On hand but not operative. 


READY FOR CHRISTMAS. 
The Maryknoll Pin. 


a 


(The above cut suggests the form of 
our pin, which is a trifle larger and 
more perfectly designed.) 

This emblem, used often in Maryknoll 
publications, has attracted the attention 
of many. It is made up of two Greek 
letters in a monogram, X - Chi (pronounce 
like key) and P-Rho (pronounce like 
roe). They are the first two letters of 
the Greek word for Christ. The circle 
symbolizes the world, and the entire em- 
blem signifies “ Mission of Christ to the 
World,” the mission for which all at 
Maryknoll are striving. 

The pin is made of golden bronze. It 
is very neat and easily attached to the 
garments. It may be worn by men, 
women, or children, and will make a 
very acceptable holiday gift. On the re- 
verse side are the words: 

Catholic Foreign Missions, 
Maryknoll : : N. Y. 
The price, postpaid, is twenty-five cents. 








Burse. Who will press the spring 
at our elbow-joint and let this 
card fall into line? 


Just for a change—or for some 
change—we sent our shafts re- 
cently into the hearts of religious 
men all over the country. Some 
already knew and loved us, others 
came up with a smile and some- 
thing better, more remained ci- 
phers on the right side of the deci- 
mal point, and one, a Jesuit from 
Missouri, wrote to the pastor of 
Ossining, inquiring if we were 
reliable, as he did not find us in 
the directory (he must have an 
old one). 

Were we humiliated? Not a 
bit of it. Our surprise comes 
when we meet somebody who 
knows us. Once, in the Forty- 
Second Street Station of New 
York City, we encountered a 
young priest from the old sod, 
who, though under the same Or- 
dinary—Cardinal Farley—as our- 
selves, had apparently never heard 
of Maryknoll. So there you are 
again, and the resolution to draw 
from this, is to take pity on us 
and make us more widely ac- 
quainted. We are so built as 
never to have too many friends. 


PERPETUAL ASSOCIATES. 


The idea of enrolling them- 
selves or their beloved dead as 
Perpetual Associates in the Catho- 
lic Foreign Mission Society, is ap- 
pealing gradually to a goodly 
number of our readers. Some 
have made the offering (fifty dol- 
lars) outright; others, like the 
writer of the letter that follows, 
let it accumulate little by little: 

Enclosed you will please find twenty 
dollars, as part payment for two Per- 
petual Associate Memberships, one for 
my deceased mother and one for my- 
self. With God’s help, I will surely 
have both fully paid before two years. 

Whenever I have read THE FIELD 
Arar, my uncle’s copy, I have thought 
I must give something to that Society 
sometime, but I am ashamed to say 
that I have put it off until now. That 
is one reason why I have started two 
memberships. I shall be glad to see my 
own name every month on THE FIELD 
AFAR envelope, and if the Perpetual 
Memorial Associate Membership taken 
in the name of my mother is entitled 
to a subscription, please send the same 
to the address of my brother, where it 


might do some good work for you. 


Perpetual 


Memorial 


Associates: 


Rt. Rev. D. O’Callaghan 


Rev. John D. 


Colbert 


Rev. Thomas J. McCormick 
Rev. T. Nugent 

Rt. Rev. Matthew A. Taylor 
Rev. Edward Walsh 

Rev. Elias Younan, C.S.P. 


Annie Ahearn 
W. H. Bagshaw 
Rose Billings 
Mrs. Ellen Bligh 
Cora K. Burke 
Mrs. M. Callagy 
Eleanor L. Corr 
Mrs. Curran 
Henry, Isabella and 
Terence Donnelly 
William Donovan 
Mary Everett 
Anne Fallon 
Annie Fallon 
Patrick Fallon 
Patrick and Marg. 
Gardner 
Mary Gibbons 
Daniel Glavin 
Mary Glavin 
Mr. and Mrs. Griffin 
Francis and Rose 
Hackett 
Patrick Haley 
Higgins Family 
Dr. E. Hogan 
Mary B. Hughes 
Edward Hurley 
Johanna Hurley 
Mrs. Ellen Keegan 
Annie Mackay 
Mrs. M. J. Madden 


Mrs. Mary Maguire 
Maurice Mahoney 
Mrs. Eliza Malone 
Alice Marie 
Mrs. B. McGuire 
Ellen McMahon 
Alexander McQuirk 
Louise Metcalf 
Mary Moriarty 
Michael Morrison 
Mrs. Murphy 
Elinor Murray 
Mary Murray 
John O’Brien 
O’Donnell Family 
Mrs. Owens 
Alice Pendergast 
James Pendergast 
Thomas Power 
Mrs. Ellen Power 
Deborah Quigley 
James C. Rooney 
Mary Smith 
Maurice and Marg. 
Stack 
C. E. Stanley 
Mrs. A. Stanton 
Ellen M. Sullivan 
T. Sullivan and 
Family 
Ellen Tully 
Mrs. Mary Ward 


Deceased Pastors and Parishioners of 
Elizabeth, Pa. 
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The Bread We Use. 


f tens bread we use, rises well. So 

also does its cost, for we now 
number at Maryknoll seventy-five 
two-legged individuals, outside of 
the hennery. 

Bread for a young family of 
seventy-five! No wonder our 
procurator looks worried and asks 
for more dough! He had an idea 
that some one might supply this 
particular need, at least for one 
month, but bread is too common- 
place a subject. He should have 
asked for pies or for Boston 
Baked Beans. But no, thgt proc- 
urator of ours insists on bread, 
and whole wheat bread at that. 
He is fussy and we must give him 
his way. 

Now he proposes to follow the 
example of the Paris Seminary 
for Foreign Missions and start a 
Bread Foundation. He will begin 
with a crust and continue with 
more crust, but the point he will 
emphasize especially is that he in- 
tends to place his Foundation un- 
der the patronage of St. Anthony, 
who finds friends and _pocket- 
books. Who, then, among our 
readers, will have the distinction 
of starting the St. Anthony's 
Bread Foundation. 


b oO- 
From Well-Wishers. 


EVERAL subscriptions have 
lately been received for stu- 
dents’ libraries in various colleges. 


“T got this dollar from trading 
stamps,” writes an Associate Sub- 
scriber who sends us her renewal. 
Is the idea suggestive? 


We are grateful to “ Well- 
Wisher,” in Jersey City, for a 
gift and a subscription to THE 
Fretp Arar for the Columbian 
Club of that city. 


“Tue Fiecp Arar is a jolly 
beggar,” writes one of the 
‘touched.’ Call us what you like, 
but don’t ‘call us off? when we are 
making an attack on your purse. 
We need all that you can spare. 
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Stories from The Field Afar 
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~ A Maryknoll Christmas Gift 


By so doing you will give pleasure to 
your friend and advance a great cause. 
Our list is by no means large, but here it 
is, as it is, and everything is worth the 


A Subscription (Ordinary) to The Field Afar 

An Associate Subscription to The Field Afar 

A Modern Martyr (Life of Bl. Theophane Vénard) 
An American Missionary (Fr. Judge, S.J., in Alaska) 
The Life of Just de Breteniéres 


iG AA SON CV OURO TU ia coe ss 0.060 de 0:50: 0s ee 5:60 sere 
Thoughts from Modern Martyrs 
A Statue of Bl. Theophane Vénard 


| nen COMBINATION OFFERS. 


The Field Afar Office, Maryknoll, Ossining P. O., N. Y. 


MAKE IT 














Christmas resolutions are com- 
ing to the Knoll. Here is one 
from Philadelphia, which we 
should like to multiply by a thou- 
sand: 

I will give some of my friends THE 
Fretp Arar for Christmas, instead of 


candy, etc. We all enjoy the paper 
and I know they will, too. 


Advent is a mite-box season. 


A friendly and helpful sub- 
scriber writes: 


In , N. Y., this summer, I 
met at the Convent a very 
well-known nun and asked if her com- 
munity helped the foreign mission 
work and was acquainted with THE 
Fretp Arar. She did not even know 
of your dear (?) little publication. 
So I sent her all my back copies. 


This experience surprised our 
good friend, as it will surprise 
others, but to us it is common- 
place. It shows, however, that 
our readers have it in their power 
to spread an interest in this work 
among all classes of Catholics. 


Our mite, box reaches you fiat, 
ready to be folded and set up. If 
properly treated, it gradually evolves 
into a U. S. greenback, a bank check 
or a postal money-order. Keep one 
of these boxes on your mantel. 


Send for a mite box and let the 
family gather gradually for each of 
its departed, a Perpetual Memorial 
Associate Membership. 


Hoki-Poki—we are almost 
afraid to speak of him, lest curios- 
ity get the better of our prompt 
payers. Poki is Dinny Dun’s 
successor and Dinny was a gath- 
erer of forgotten subscriptions. 

Dinny had friends and Poki 
has found even better ones, if we 
may judge from the following: 


Here is my delayed subscription, 
with fifty cents extra to Hoki-Poki for 
his trouble in looking me up. 


Hoki-Poki’s message made me feel 
ashamed of my negligence. I am 
greatly interested in THE Fietp AFAR 
and would dislike to give it up now, 
after I have taken it for so many 
years. 


If you have not yet purchased (for 
us) some of the land we occupy but 
do not fully own, you may do so at 
one cent a foot. We shall be more 
than grateful. 


Seal your Christmas letters with 
red or yellow cross seals if you wish, 
but give due importance to the Mary- 
knoll seal. It stands for souls as 
well as bodies. Send ten cents for 
12 or one dollar for 150. 
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The Month’s Receipts. 
TEW subscribers recorded since 
LN last issue: 
Ordinary 
Associate 


FROM ACROSS THE CONTINENT. 

STATE GIFTS NEW 
SUBSCRIBERS 

Arizona $.25- 

Arkansas 1.00 

California 10.00 

Colorado 2.00 

Connecticut 50.10 

Delaware 5.00 

DistrictofColumbia 11.00 

Idaho 

Illinois 

Indiana 


pod 


Massachusetts 
Michigan 
Minnesota 
Mississippi 
Missouri 
Montana 
Nebraska 

New Hampshire 
New Jersey 
New York 
Ohio 
Pennsylvania 152.25 
Rhode Island 31.67 
South Carolina 1.25 
South Dakota 1.00 
Virginia 

Washington 1.00 
West Virginia 1.00 
Wisconsin 5.30 I 


FROM OTHER COUNTRIES. 


Canada $4.00 I 
New Brunswick 53.00 

Nova Scotia 1.00 
Philippines 


we wo Su 


28.00 


- 
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N your prayers please remem- 
ber the souls of: 


Rt. Rev. F.Linneborn Thomas Kenney 

V. Rev. M. Civati Ann Kenney 

Rev. Fr. Selosse T. H. Kenney 

Sr. Agnes Aloysius John O’Brien 
Sr. M. Alexina Margaret O’Neil 
F. von Hoffmann Edward Murphy 
Mrs. M. McMullan Mrs. Louisa Hyson 
Charles Sulzer . J. Hennessey 
Francis Snead Edward G. Kennedy 
Alice Roth Mrs. B. McGuire 
George G. Power Mrs. J. P. Connor 
Mrs. Mary Mallon Mrs. Mary J. Scott 
Mrs. C. Fitzgerald Mrs. M. Sadlier 


*Includes 25 priests and 8 Sisters. 


Tots’ Denials. 


These youngsters are helping them- 
selves to goodies, but we know some 
little ones who are denying themselves 
dainties to help others. 

(Photo sent by Bishop Chatron.) 





The money that I am sending, was 
saved by poor Italian children, who 
wish you to remember them in your 
prayers. 


My little daughter has saved her 
huckleberry money to fill this land- 
slip. I am glad to help and encourage 
her in the good work. 


This dollar, which is for the Burse 
of the Holy Child Jesus, was collected 
by the children. They each put twenty- 
five pennies in the mite box and they 
are now looking eagerly for their 
Founder’s Certificates. 


The children of St. Leo’s Sunday 
School contributed their coppers. dur- 
ing the past summer. Their mite box 
has fallen to pieces, but its contents 
have been changed to a check for the 
benefit of your work. 


Enclosed is a little offering —_ the 
children of St. Mary’s. It is indeed 
encouraging to see these tots deny 
themselves some small pleasure in 
order to be able to aid those who are 
laboring for the foreign missions. This 
offering is for the burse of our Holy 
Father, Pope Pius X. 


I would like to be able to do a whole 
lot more, but I am only nine years old. 

I don’t spend much money. Mother, 
papa, Aunt Mary, and grandpa give me 
school money every week for knowing 
my lessons well. So I bring home a 
good week’s record from the Sister of 
my class. 

I put a part in the mite box to help 
the good work along. Please send 
another mite box to me. 

Wishing your mission great success, 
I remain 

Your little friend, 


Use In Your Christmas 


Letters. 
Field Afar Prints. 
16 Subjects. 


6. The Boy Christ, with Prayers in His Honor. 

. The Deposition from the Cross, with Cardi- 
nal Newman’s Prayer for a Happy Death. 

. Easter Morning, with a Prayer for the 
Church. 

. The Immaculate Conception, Murillo, with 
a Prayer for the Conversion of the 
Chinese. 

. Holy Communion, with an Act of Reparation. 

. The Holy Souls, with Suggestions for help- 
ing the Departed. 

. The Nativity, with the Canticle of the Blessed 
Virgin 

) Stephen, with the Prayer, ‘Let Him Take 


» St al with Quotations from her Wri- 
tings. 

. St. Michael, with a Prayer to the Archangel. 

5. St. Agnes, Andrea del Sarto, with a Prayer 
in her Honor. 

. The Curé of Ars, with an Extract from 
Cardinal Manning. . 

. Gemma Galgani, with a Prayer for the 
Salvation of Souls. 

“And They Followed After Him,”’ with an 

Exhortation to heed the Missionary Call. 

. St. John the Baptist, 1/urtlio, with Notes 
on Co-operation in a Divine Work. 

. The Little Flower, with an Extract from her 
Letters. 


Five cents a set (16 subjects). 
Twenty-five cents a hundred. 








RECEIVED AT MARYKNOLL. 


Four volumes of Missions and Mis- 
sionaries of California from Rev. 
Friend, San Francisco, Cal.; a copy 
of Benson’s Poems from Rev. Friend, 
Boston, Mass.; watch from Rev. 
Friend, Boston, Mass.; clothing and 
curtains from Rev. Friend, Dorchester, 
Mass; football for Vénard students 
from Rev. Friend, Phila., Pa.; vest- 
ments from Precious Blood Monastery, 
Manchester, N. H.; vestments, Bene- 
diction veil, and cassock from Sr. M. 
A., Conn.; box of tinfoil from Sisters 
of the Visitation, Brooklyn, N. Y.; 
box of tinfoil from Academy of Our 
Lady, Peoria, Ill.; books from S. P. 
F., N. Y. C.; 6 towels and 12 pillow- 
cases from J. S., Cleveland, Ohio; a 
dozen towels and pillow-cases from 
H. C, Scranton, Pa.; silver knives, 
forks, and spoons from C. T., St. Au- 
gustine, Fla.; box of cancelled stamps 
from M. McG., Blackwells Island, N. 
Y.; cassocks and clothing from W. P., 
Lonsdale, R. I.; 4 silver spoons from 
C. T., Oak Park, Ill. 








We are looking for one hundred 
young people who will find among 
their acquaintances ten subscribers 
each to THE FIELD AFAR. This will 
give us one thousand more friends. 
Will you be one of these young mis- 
sioners? If so, send a post-card as 
soon as possible to the Very Rev. 
Superior, Catholic Foreign Mission 
ee Maryknoll, Ossining P. O... 
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A Martyr-Mother. 
By Alice Dease. 

Ae T was a white-walled 
house, _ spotlessly 
clean within and 
without, and on the 
threshold Mrs. Mc- 
Rory sat carding the 
wool that at night- 
fall she would twist to yarn upon 
her spinning-wheel. A stony boh- 
reen led past the house, and below 
the rough ground fell steeply to 
where the sea crept, spark]ing, up 
the sandy shore. It was a lonely 
scene, but there was nothing deso- 
late either in it or in the equally 
lonely stretch behind the house, 
where the bracken was turning 
brown upon the uplands and the 
purple of the heather was broken, 
here by a stretch of bog-land, there 
by straggling clumps of gorse, and 
everywhere by grey stone walls, 
whose specks of quartz glinted 
like diamonds in the sunlight. 
Right and left were other houses, 
yellow-roofed and white-walled 
too, but above and below the land 
was the McRorys’, and the moun- 
tain sheep and hornless cattle 
grazing on it were their own. 
Rather I should say, they were 
the widow’s own. God had sent 
her but one son and he made no 
claim to farm or stock at all. 

The lowly seat upon the door- 
stone had one great advantage in 
this lonesome place, for no chance 
traveler could go by unbeknown to 
its occupant, and long ago Mrs. 
McRory had made out a black 
spot on the mountain, that could 
be none other than the parish 
priest upon his rounds. Not 
that she, of any in the barony, 
would have been passed by with- 
out a visit! She drew herself up 
at the thought and her fingers 


aa A 











went furtively to a folded letter in 
her lap. 

Fr. Connaughton’s greeting 
was all that she expected, and his 
second question gave the desired 
excuse to bring the letter to light. 

“ Well, Mrs. McRory, and what 
news of this famous son of 
yours?” 

“The best, Father,” came the 
proud reply. “ ’Twas only yester- 
day he wrote. But however it is, 
whether the old eyes are giving 
out on me, or whether what they 
do be telling me is the truth and 
a big lot of learning makes the 
handwriting bad to read, any- 
ways, I believe you’d make a bet- 
ter show of finding the sense of it 
than I do myself.” 

He took the letter from her, 
and her hands lay idle as he read 
what her son had written. You 
might have thought it was the first 
time she had heard it read, were it 
not that when the priest even hesi- 
tated, she prompted him uncon- 
sciously. Bad to read though it 
might have been, she had conned 
its words by heart already, yet the 
pleasure of hearing it once again 
had suggested to her the little 
ruse, which touched and amused 
the parish priest. 

With pride and joy the widow 
McRory had seen and encouraged 
her son’s desire to be a priest, and 
scraping and striving, she had 
found the pension, term by term, 
to keep him at the county college. 
He had done well at his books, 
and his hard-won scholarships had 
eked out the proceeds of the 
mountain farm, where, when va- 
cation-time came round, he spent 
long, happy days with his mother 
for his only company. 

The passing visits of the parish 
priest were joyful events to Mrs. 


McRory. He understood both the 
pride and the pain of having a son 
away at college. He knew better 
than any, the dignity and beauty 
of the priesthood. Yet once on a 
time he, too, had had to leave his 


‘mother, somewhere away up the 


country, to pride and loneliness just 
like her own. But the world had 
changed since Fr. Connaughton’s 
curate days, when months, almost 
years, had gone by, in the great, 
straggling western diocese, be- 
tween the visits he had been able 
to pay his mother. Now Mrs. 
Mullarkey, in the town, whose son 
was a curate in the next county, 
had him coming to see her, good- 
ness knows how often, thanks to 
his having a motor-bicycle. And 
Mrs. McRory had a_ half-bred 
colt up there on the mountain, 
that, with luck, would pay for just 
such another machine for John. 

During the long days of his col- 
lege term these were the hopes 
that kept the widow happy. She 
could hardly think, so proud was 
she, of the day when she would 
first see him at the altar. Deep 
down in her heart there was 
thankfulness for that, but her 
mind ran busily on less sacred 
things. “I’m here my _ lone,” 
often she would say to herself, 
“aye, an’ if I am itself, haven’t 
I him always and ever my own? 
If he had stopped along with me 
this while, wouldn’t he have been 
for getting married before long, 
an’ then whose would he have 
been ever after, mine or his 
wife’s? Eh, but look at it as you 
will, it’s the lucky mother I am, 
thanks be to God.” 


It was during the holidays after 
he had received the tonsure, that 
the first shadow fell between these 
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two. John was altered when he 
came home. She noticed it at 
once, but the fear that had sprung 
into being at the sight of his 
anxious face, kept her silent. She 
longed to know the cause of his 
trouble, yet dared not question for 
Had the 
vocation failed, in which they had 
both been so secure? She could not 
ask. And so the shadow deepened 
between them, till one day she 
found him almost in tears and 
she forgot herself in her wish to 
bring him comfort. 

“What is it, avick?” and she 
held him when he would have 
turned “Don't I know 
well there’s something bothering 
you? In God’s name, whatever 
it is, don’t let it come between us, 
that never had but the thought, 
one for the other.” 

“Mother, ’tis because I am 
afraid of the way you'll take it,” 
faltered the lad, and his very hesi- 
confirmed the widow’s 


dread of the answer. 


away. 


tation 
fears. 

“Son,” she said, after a mo- 
ment of silence, and it seemed by 
her voice as though something had 
died within her, “ sure if it’s not 
God’s will to have you on His 
altar, mustn’t we set up with what 
He sends us?” 

“Mother! what’s that you are 
The blood dyed the 
boy’s face scarlet. “Is it that 
you're thinking my holy vocation 
has failed on me? Is that what 
you've thought I had on my mind? 
No, no, Mother astore, never that, 
thanks be to God.” 

“What is it, then, avick?” she 
whispered, scarcely daring to hope 
that her fears had been vain. 

Taking her hand in both of his, 
the boy quickly began his story. It 
was so simple, after all. He knew 


saying?” 


the long, lonely days she spent 
without him and how they were 
brightened by the thought of when 
he would be a curate, in a neigh- 
boring parish, maybe, but anyhow 
within call if needed, within reach 
for a visit when circumstances 
allowed. For the honor and glory 
of God, in the first place, and then 
for this, she had given him up, 
had toiled and striven that his col- 
lege days should want for nothing. 
And now he had to face her with 
the tidings of a distant call that 
his ears had heard. It was not to 
the pleasant, and, so to speak, 
easy life of the home missions 
that God was calling him, but 
away over the seas, where heathen 
who had never heard the name of 
Christ were waiting, willing to be 
saved. 

For some time the words did 
not force their meaning on her, 
but when they did, they met just 
what he had foreseen and feared. 
Never that! If God had not 
willed to take him for His own, 
she would have bowed her head, 
submissive to His will, but this 
was different. There were souls at 
home to be tended and saved, and 
no son of hers should ever go, with 
her consent, away to the black 
heathen who maybe had no souls 
at all. It was vain for him to 
argue or to plead, and at college 
they had told him he could not, 
under the circumstances, be ac- 
cepted for the foreign missions 
against his mother’s will. She 
had sacrificed much for him and 
now in his turn he must be sacri- 
ficed for her. 

So vacation ended and the term 
dragged on. When he came home 
again, the shadow lay, silent now, 
but always there, between them. 
The cloudless happiness of earlier 


holidays was gone, and even when 
the time came round and the day 
of ordination was at hand, this 
failed to quite cheer them. 


Never in all her life had Mrs. 
McRory seen anything so grand 
as the High Mass that was cele- 
brated the day she reached the 
college, for the ceremony of the 
morrow. The lights and orna- 
ments, the vestments, the incense, 
the music of a hundred voices,— 
it seemed to her like a foretaste of 
Heaven. And when an old priest 
ascended the pulpit, her heart was 
soft and tender to everything he 
said. It was beautiful and sooth- 
ing—that was all she knew at 
first. Then, with upraised hands, 
he spoke of the Blessed Virgin, 
present at the Passion of her Son. 
“ Not only did she see Him hang- 
ing on the cross,” he was saying, 
“not only did she watch His 
agony of pain, but, broken- 
hearted, it is true, yet willingly she 
gave Him up for this. She gave 
Him up to suffering and to death. 
Think of it. A mother, for- 
getting herself, giving up her only 
Son to suffering, to agony, to 
death.” As _ he there 
was a hush through the whole 
church. “ But she did it, breth- 
ren, Mary did it, and willingly, be- 
cause it was for the saving of 


paused, 


souls.” 

There was more, much more, 
but Mrs. McRory had learned her 
lesson. Dry-eyed, broken-hearted, 
at the foot of the altar where next 
day her boy would make the of- 
fering of his manhood to God, 
she, too, made her. sacrifice. At 
last the cloud between them was 
wiped away, and that with her 
one word, “ Fiat ”—“ Thy will be 
done.” 
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The long, long ceremony was 
over and John McRory was a 
priest forever. His mother had 
knelt at his feet and kissed. his 
anointed hands, and now, for the 
first time, they were alone to- 
gether. 

“My son,” she said in a low 
and quiet voice, “do you still feel 
a call to the missions?” 

“ More than ever, Mother, now 
that God has given me the power 
to help and save.” 

He did not guess at what was 
coming, till, very quietly, she 
spoke again. 

“Go, then, treasure of my 
heart,” she said. “It is not this 
mother who will keep her son, 
when the Mother of God gave 
hers for souls.” 

With a quick impulse he went 
upon his knees before her, he who 
an hour ago had had her at his 
feet. Priest though he was, and 
powerful now to bless, the bless- 
ing of his mother was the thing 
he sought, and with simple dig- 
nity she laid her hands upon his 
head, letting her fingers linger in 
the thickness of his hair. 

“T shall be a missioner,” he 
said, “ for that is what God wills 
of me, and you will be a martyr- 
mother, for it is you who are giv- 
ing the most to God.” 


There was no difficulty in find- 
ing a place on the missions for 
Fr. McRory—in no other field is 
it so true that the harvest is great 
and the laborers few—and not 
many weeks had passed before the 
good-bye came. 

After that, when looking over 
the sea lying below her door and 
reaching to the far horizon, the 
missioner’s mother pictured her 
son at the work to which she had 
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sent him. Her world had widened 
since the day when the parish 
priest had re-read for her the stu- 
dent’s letter. Then it was bounded 
by self and stretched no further 
than the limits of her own diocese. 
Now it spread away towards in- 
finity. She had given her son for 
the souls of all mankind. 

By day the sea was a shining 
pathway on which her thoughts 
and prayers traveled unceasingly 
to him. By night the stars twin- 
kling in the wide ark of the sky 
were to her the lamps lit in 
Heaven by those whom her son 
had set free from the darkness of 
paganism, and these, she always 
felt sure, would some day make 
clear the way for him and her to 
meet again, with God. 


Our list of Perpetual Associates 
grows steadily. 


A Perpetual Associate Membership 
in the Catholic Foreign Mission So- 
ciety of America may be secured grad- 
ually in as many payments as desired, 
provided the sum of fifty dollars is 
reached within two years from the 
date of the first payment. 


Nuts and Autumn Leaves. 


‘THE nuts have been falling on 

the Knoll, and the manager of 
our estate expected for a time to 
have his turn. The autumn al- 
ways brings its responsibilities. 
There are harvests to be gathered 
and _ stored, old or winded horses 
to be prepared for a change of 
scene, land to be ‘got ready’ for 
the spring, and trees to be planted 
—all this in the open—while the 
‘fifty-seven varieties’ have to be 
preserved in the kitchen and 
shelved in the cellar. Yet such 
activities represent only one form 
out of the multitude to be found 
here. 


We have now in the family 
bosom our Vénard boys, twenty in 
number. They came with all 
kinds of anticipations and were 
lodged in the loft of our barn, 
because the Field Afar Office- 
Building, for which you have (we 
hope) been paying, was not ready. 

It was a glorious sight, that 
array of cots with wisps of straw 
waving over them, ready to tickle 
the youngsters’ faces at the first 
whisper of a breeze. And _ the 
boys were not taken aback. They 
climbed the narrow stairway and 
fell into line like a squad of fire- 
men, and they slept so soundly 
that some of them failed to hear 
the rising bell at 5.30 the next 
morning. That was in September 
and the barn was their dormitory 
until after All Saints’. 
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Was it cold? The first night 
it was hot, but later the temper- 
ature dropped so low that the only 
mosquito seen at Maryknoll last 
summer, had his back frozen. 
There were blankets, however, real 
army blankets, for which we had 
paid some good money out of our 
benefactors’ pockets. These cov- 
erings made the boys dream that 
they were over in the trenches of 
Europe, and they were so thank- 
ful to be alive when they awoke 
every morning (is this a bull?), 
that they could not get up too 
soon or work too hard. 


These Vénard boys are already 
learning to recognize a dyed-in- 
the-wool missioner. Two have 
appeared since their arrival, 
Bishop Foley, of the Philippine 
Islands, and Fr. Gavan Duffy, of 
Pondichery, India. 

For Bishop Foley seniors and 
juniors were gathered, and the 
Bishop gave a heart-to-heart talk 
about the Philippines. It pleased 
his audience so much that one 
youngster nearly cracked a cor- 
ner of his mouth laughing, for 
the Bishop of Too-gay-gar-ah-o 
knows a joke when he sees it and 
he sees one often. (Like more of 
us, he would probably be dead 
by this time, if he didn’t.) 

Then came Fr. Gavan Duffy, 
who used to sign his articles in 
THE Frecp Arar “ Red Indian.” 
This signature meant nothing to 
most of his readers, but now—at 
least we of Maryknoll understand. 
There was a positive hush when the 
several companies here first met 
Fr. Gavan Duffy. Tall and thin 
he was, with a long, pointed beard 
that rivalled our sunsets in its 
brilliancy. Shades of red came 
and went with the changing light, 
but the whiskers remained. The 
commuters on the evening train 
out of the Grand Central were en- 
tertained, and at Ossining every 
cab-turtle and taxi-gatherer, after 
recovering from the first shock, 
wanted the honor (with cash) of 
driving the whiskered gentleman 
to Maryknoll. 


Since his arrival our Red Indian 
has ventured once or twice to the 
Metropolis and so far we have not 
been asked to bail him out. His 
latest journey gave him some 
amusement. A couple of suffra- 
gettes sitting behind him, discussed 
his facial ornament at length and 


A? THE EXPOSITION. 
Bertin Ashness* (at the left) 
with his father and a Philippine 
friend. 
in a stage whisper one expressed 
the conviction, ‘‘ Somebody should 
give that man a razor. I think 
it’s horrid.” 

Well, it’s a funny world. 
Women can put on the most ab- 
surd head-gear, with colors that 
cry to Heaven for vengeance, but 
a poor, lean missioner may not 
wear his belle barbe without com- 
ment, at least not in this slick, 
smooth-faced country of ours. 


We are off the track. We 
started to tell of activities and 
were stopped by the red light of a 
missioner’s whiskers. If, how- 
ever, you happened to come up to 
the Knoll and saw the sea-ser- 
pent’s grave being dug and our 
office-building getting finished, 
you would know that we are still 
alive. Did you ever see a new 


*Several traced correctly the journey 
of our Vénard student from Malacca to 
Maryknoll. The prize went to the first- 
comer. 


building “getting finished?” 
The workmen hate to leave it as 
much as the prospective occupants 
desire to go into it. Then there 
is always something happening. 
When the sand is on the ground, 
the cement runs out, and when the 
cement is accumulating so fast 
that there is no place for it, the 
sand disappears. The only way 
to eject from a new house me- 
chanics and other more or less 
necessary pests, is to move in 
after five in the afternoon and 
look all settled the next morning. 
We are planning to do this. 


We have a word of acknowl- 
edgment just here. The demise 
of “ Nigger,” our eighty-five-dol- 
lar horse, aroused so much sym- 
pathy in the city of Lowell, Mass., 
that a group of men actually se- 
cured a first-class, little-used 
automobile, turned it into a truck 
that will carry live passengers 
from the station or dead hogs 
from Armour’s, and drove it all 
the way to Ossining. It is no 
‘tin can,’ but an oil barrel. 

The ‘Tin Lizzie’ became so 
jealous that her shock-absorber 
snapped and she is sulking. But 
she will soon be up and around, 
because the oil barrel is needed 
for big hauling on these West- 
chester hills, and if used con- 
stantly, would eat up too much of 
our Rockefeller oil fund. 








Now, now, don’t be wasteful! 

Gather tinfoil, but sell it to the junk- 
man or the postage will be too heavy. 

Collect old stamps, but wait until 
you have thousands and then notify us. 

Send along your odds and ends of 
Vanity Fair jewelry—so long as it is 
neither tin nor brass. 


<cHANEK ¥o vg 
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6? What 
and 
\ A Why? 


p° you get help from the So- 
ciety for the Propagation of 
the Faith? 

Ans. No. Weare not entitled 
to any. The S. P. F. gathers 
funds, we understand, only for 
bishops and priests now on the 
mission-field, and we have as yet 
sent none away. We are too 
young. 

Can you not draw on the Mc- 
Cadden Burse Fund, founded 
some years ago in New York for 
the education of priests? 

Ans. We applied and were told 
that the provisions of the fund 
would exclude our work. 

How soon will you send priests 
to the missions? 

Ans. As soon as we can spare 
a few. We expect to have at least 
ten within the next two or three 
years, and we ought to be able to 
spare some of these. 

Where will your priests be 
sent? 

Ans. Where the Congregation 
of Propaganda directs, but we 
hope that our first mission will be 
to China. 

If I give the C. F. M. S. $5,000 
and draw from this sum an an- 
nual interest of five per cent. dur- 
ing my lifetime, will it be used to 
educate a priest after my death? 

Ans. Yes, but this should be 
specified and a name given to the 
burse, e. g., The ————— Me- 
morial Burse. 

' fF 


NOT FOR YOU—PERHAPS, 


F your subscription is more than 

three months overdue (and re- 
member that all safe and sound 
magazines require payment in ad- 
vance), you will probably not re- 
ceive THE Fietp Arar hereafter, 
unless you send payment now. 

This loss may or may not affect 
you, but we shall be sorry to lose 
you as a subscriber. 


A Thirty-T housand-Mile 
Poem. — 
By Fr. Thomas Gavan Duffy. 


The home of my people is Ireland, 
The home of my soul is God, 

But the home of my heart is fire-land 
(In the shade 100 odd) ; 

So I left my heart behind me, 
To enjoy the heat all alone, 

And I came where no tears can blind 

me, 

For they freeze, crushed into stone. 


I came across the ocean, 
Looping the loop of our ball, 
And I gripped the following notions— 
That it is round and small, 
And that all the men upon it, 
Are much more alike than diverse. 
(They are human, depend upon it, 
And carry the old, old curse.) 


There are good and excellent yellows, 
And good and excellent whites, 
Who put their heads on their pillows, 
And sleep without snoring o’ nights; 
While others of darker cutis 
Sleep also the sleep of the just...... 
But I mostly found that duties 
Are left undone—or cussed. 


I saw men of all shades eating, 
And it was not a pretty sight, 
Chop-sticks and spoons competing 
With the fingers of the right; 
For the animal still is present 
With his nose down deep in the clay, 
To look upon, passing pleasant— 
But not while munching his hay. 


I saw that men are jealous, 
Each of the other’s good, 
And it needs no seer to tell us 
That all would be rich if they could; 
But I did not see much pleasure 
Taken in truth—less still 
Any rush for the Faith, that treasure 
Whereof all may be rich who will. 


The men who have that to offer, 
Sneeze at the other wealth, 
The sight of an empty coffer 
Is good, they protest, for the health; 
Nor are they pretty to gaze at, 
Whiskered and scraggy and thin, 
But they hold the Cross in the daylight 
And break their lances on sin. 


And if you want to join them, 
Maryknoll is the way, 

And if you have gold-fish, coin them 
And send them along right away; 

And if you want to listen 
To any more of my yar— 

Ning ne! got you, I hope, with this 

u 


n), 
Subscribe to THE Fietp AFAR. 





Use our sealing stamps on your 
Christmas letters. 









The Field Afar will be sent 
for oneyear to any one address: 


Io copies (12 issues) for $4.00 


an «6S « “ 10.00 
50 “ “ “ 20.00 
100 “ “ 40.00 








For those who would remem- 
ber Maryknoll in their wills, 
we print our legal title: 
CATHOLIC FOREIGN MISSION 


SOCIETY OF AMERICA, INCOR- 
PORATED. 




















From a Ceylon Layman. 


'THE letter that follows, reveals 
a spirit which many an Ameri- 
can Catholic will applaud: 


I have read with much interest and 
sympathy several back numbers of 
your very encouraging little messenger 
entitled THE Fietp Arar. A missioner 
in far-off Jaffna, who has been bed- 
ridden for the past eighteen years, 
sends.me a copy occasionally, and at 
the first reading I was impressed with 
the contents. 


The success of your excellent under- 
taking, in spite of the scarce means, 
few workers, and many hardships and 
disappointments, is no less than a 
miracle of God’s grace. Deus provi- 
debit has been your only hope, and 
fortified by the consoling promise of 
our Great Missioner, Jesus Christ: 
“Behold, I am with you all days, even 
to the consummation of the world,” 
you have rightly faced the thousand 
and one obstacles to this good cause. 
The evangelization of the poor heathen 
peoples is assuredly one of the speciai 
interests of the Sacred Heart of Jesus. 

I am desirous of contributing my 
share t. your noble work, and little 
though it be, I venture to offer it. 
The nominal price of one dollar for a 
year’s “ssociate Subscription must cer- 
tainiy bring many subscribers for your 
instructive paper. I shall secure as 
many as I can from among my friends 
and acquaintances. I shall be glad to 
receive as many sample copies as you 
can spare, as well as leaflets explana- 
tory of the movement. Please let me 
have also a few mite boxes, and you 
can depend on me to work for you in 
Ceylon. I promise to secure help for 
your cause both by alms and prayers. 

Our family offers the rosary fre- 
quently for the success of foreign mis- 
sions. May THe Frerp Arar exert its 
silent influence on every one of its 
readers! May God bless your work! 





174 * THE FIELD AFAR + 


NovEMBER, I9I5 





How We Were Sand-Bagged. 


HE form of our Sand and Ce- 
ment Appeal has interested 
some who are not on our list of 
‘the persecuted,’ and as many who 
will read these pages may never 
have a chance to note our methods 
of extracting the coin of the realm 
from sewed pockets, locked 
closets, sealed trunks, bank-vaults, 
and other more or less safe places, 
we are reproducing the photos 
used on our appeal card. The 
complete card is more attractive 
and may be had for the asking. 


A comforting experience in the 
appeal was the pure charity, not 
only of individuals with scanty 
means, but of institutions strug- 
gling like ourselves. The follow- 
ing letter will illustrate this spirit, 
which we feel must react bene- 
ficially upon the work of her who 
wrote it: 

Your appeal is interesting to us, as 
we, too, are building and realize what 
an undertaking it is. But let us be 
hopeful. Providence has never for- 
saken us in our enterprises for God 
and surely yours is most consoling to 
His Sacred Heart. Do not fear; the 
sand and cement will be paid for 
through the bounty of this loving 
Providence. Pardon these comments, 
but please include the needs of our 
hospital in your prayers. 


The appeal brought a new bill 
from the chaplain’s secretary at 
The chaplain writes 
of our benefactor: 


Sing Sing. 


Your communication asking for 
help was received, and as those of 
similar nature are consigned to the 
scrap-basket, this was doomed to the 
same fate, when my secretary, who is 
one of the unfortunate penitents in our 
walled-off community, was touched by 
the clever appeal. 


He sends you the first dollar earned 
in Sing Sing. It is purely local cur- 
rency. However, if you and your com- 
munity will pray for his early release, 
he will redeem the Sing Sing dollar at 
par with coin that you can use for the 
purchase of sand and bricks. 

I am enclosing something of my own 
to help cement our friendship. How 
do you like the contrast? 

With all good wishes for your suc- 
cess, I beg to remain 


Your Well-Wisher, 





What gratified us most in this 
appeal—as it always does—was 
not so much the amount raised for 
our Field Afar Building as the 
cheerfulness of the givers. Read 
the extracts that follow and you 
will understand to what we refer: 


The enclosed is to help cement the 
stones of Maryknoll. 


I am glad to contribute my mite and 
will try to fill another card later. 


I guess you are wise to ask the poor 
and not the rich to pay for Maryknoll. 
Here is a V. 


Enclosed please find my subscription 
renewal and an extra “ Yiddish Flag” 
to purchase a bag of cement. 


Please buy a few automobiles with 
the enclosed and ask “the gang” to 
pray tor an intention of mine. 


Enclosed please find one dollar for a 
bag of cement or a load of sand. In- 
stead of going on an outing and spend- 
ing the dollar, I am sending it to you. 


Little sheaves of greenbacks 
For little bags of sand, 
To help benighted heathen 
And our noble mission band. 
[Not copyrighted. ] 


Do not mind sending little requests 
from time to time. My answer is 
never very large, but I shall always 
try to reply to each and every appeal. 
And perhaps some day I may be able 
to surprise you and myself. 


In order that you may realize how 
irresistible your appeals are (not how 
heroic my virtue is), let me announce 
that I have not yet accomplished a 
new fall hat! Last year’s will have to 
adorn my foolish old head for a while 
longer. I wish I had more to send you. 


You certainly have a novel way of 
providing for a new building—one that 
is worthy of imitation. When the of- 
fices are completed, kindly send us 
the unnecessary funds that may have 
accumulated. (Can you imagine such 
a condition?) The enclosed is for a 
bag of sand. 


It is a word that I like, Maryknoll. 
It will be a mountain some day, never 
fear, and if I read the signs of the 
times correctly, that’ day is not far 
distant. This war makes Maryknoll a 
necessity. May God bless you ‘and 
your work! You have my prayers and 
a daily memento. 


I am answering your ‘knock’ and am 
sending the wherewithal for a barrel 
of cement, a load of sand, and enough, 
I hope, to pay a laborer for one day. 
There are lots of calls for help and 
lots of things I personally want, but I 
just could not resist your appeal. I 
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had to make out a check and feel much 
better since doing so. 


I wish you could live out here where 
the dust is knee-deep and where you 
cannot help throwing dust into people’s 
eyes, no matter how gently you hit the 
ground. I have often heard that the 
world was small and so you can’t be 
very far away. You may, therefore, 
attach a truck to your Ford, and come 
and get all the sand you want. (From 
the State of Washington.) 


I hereby hit you as hard as I can 
with a load of sand and three bags of 
cement, and sincerely hope that others 
will do likewise. The third dollar will 
pay my subscription for THe FIetp 
Arar till next August. Of all the mis- 
sion periodicals (and I get quite a few 
of them) I like THe Frerp Arar the 
best; it is a most welcome visitor. at 
my home. Floreat! crescat! 


I like to hear you begging; you 
have such a funny way of doing it. 
Now I have no bricks to throw, and 
if I had, I could not find it in my heart 
to hit you with one. I would like to 
throw you a bunch of good dollars, 
but as I have only one to give you, 
I pray that God may send you friends 
who will provide you with plenty to 
do the good work you are doing. 


Your appeal reached us in the north- 
west part of Missouri, where we are 
engaged in missionary work. Every 
penny that the vow of poverty does 
not deprive us of, goes to our little 
band of heroes in far-off Bengal, East 
India. Some day, in some mysterious 
way, we may become heirs to millions. 
Till then our prayers are our only of- 
fering. Maryknoll is put in the chalice 
at my Mass every morning. 


The result? We are glad that 
you are interested enough to ask. 
The count so far is $1,786.33 from 
the many and a special gift of 
$1,000 that coincided with and, we 
presume, was inspired by the ap- 
peal. 

The thousand dollars possibly 
saved the unfortunate man who 
has to pay our bills, from shifting 
his quarters to the south end of 
Ossining, where comforts abound 
behind iron cages. Our credit is 
still of the best, but if our patron- 
age is still sought by all kinds 
of tradesmen, it is because of that 
thousand, plus the not less welcome 
pile of greenbacks. 














JUST OFF THE PRESS 


when and where you will. 
Our address: 








LATEST BUT NOT LAST 


Interesting and edifying; well-printed and attractively bound; gener- 
ously illustrated from excellent photographs; sold at the low price of 


Fifty Cents 
(Postage ten cents). 


Can you think of anything better for a Christmas book? 
Send your orders now and we will arrange to have the book arrive 


The Field Afar Office, Maryknoll, Ossining, N. Y. 




















Friends Indeed. 


E ask the special prayers of 

our readers for the soul of 
Dr. John O’Malley, of Scranton, 
Pa., who, while our Vénard School 
was in that city, ministered with- 
out compensation to the physical 
needs of our young students. 


The Ancient Order of Hiber- 
nians is showing signs here and 
there of an awakening interest in 
the American Foreign Mission 
Seminary. This has pleased all 
at Maryknoll, but none more than 
our latest arrival, Fr. Thomas 
Gavan Duffy, to whose father Ire- 
land and her faithful sons owe 
much. 


Your chance to supply an oven 
and cutter for the altar-breads 
at Maryknoll has come 
and gone. It was a kindly pastor 


who, enclosing our request as 
printed in Tue Fierp Arar, 
wrote: 


The above notice has attracted my 
attention and that of some others of 
my household, as expressing one of 
your few wants. I write to know 
what to do or how you would like to 
do me. I would be pleased and hon- 
ored to have you get what is wanted 
and send bill for same to me. 


A Maryknoll mite box will keep 
small change from wearing a hole in 
your pocket and will serve other and 
nobler purposes. Try one till Christ- 
mas. Send a post-card. 


A thousand-dollar check does not 
often fall out of our mail-bag. 
And even the hundreds and tens 
are comparatively few. We live 
by the little from the many, but 
occasionally, when we are pushed 
hard against the wall by a flying 
wedge of creditors, the bountiful 
hand of Divine Providence re- 
leases us and sends them away 
happy. 

This is what happened lately 
when our head was in danger. 
Our liberator was a well-known 
priest of the Boston Archdiocese, 
one who has been from the be- 
ginning a brother. Some insur- 
ance money fell into his hand, and 
as this member of his body is like 
a sieve with many alms-boxes un- 
der it, we, whose box was upper- 
most at the time, received the 
prize. 

We have resolved never to hit 
an insurance agent with anything 
harder than a brick, and we are 
deeply grateful to our Boston 
brother. 








A word to you who would have the 
Foreign Mission Seminary benefit after 
your death by your present thought- 
fulness. 

Suppose you desire to leave to us a 
certain sum, which is now lying in a 
savings bank, or elsewhere, and draw- 
ing interest which you need. 

We are in a position to accept your 
gift now, agreeing to turn over the in- 
come to you during your lifetime. 
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THE BABEINJAPAN. 


(Where mother’s darling must ‘stay 
put’ while mother works.) 


MARYKNOLL LAND FOR SALE. 

Total area at Maryknoll, 4,450,000 ft. 

Disposed of up to Nov. 
1, 1915, 

Held for purchase at 
one cent a foot, 

Send for a land-slip. 








2,312,192 “ 
2,137,808 “ 





Foreign Mission Literature. 


On hand at Maryknoll, Ossining 
P. O., N. Y., and for sale at these 


prices, prepaid: a om 
: ina : 

The Field Afar | ee #44 100 
(One year’s subscription) 

A Modern Martyr (Life of BI. 
Theophane Vénard) : 
Stories from The Field Afar.... .60 
Field Afar Tales (Vol. II.).... .60 

An American Missionary (Fr. 
Judge, S.J., in Alaska) ; 
Thoughts from Modern Martyrs .35 

Lives of Twenty-Six Martyrs of 
Tonkin 1 

The Workers are Few 

Life of Just de Breteniéres.... 

Théophane Vénard (in French). 

Pierre Chanel (in French)..... 








PURE ALTAR WINES. 


Made at the Beaulieu Vineyard & St. Joseph’s 
Agricultural Institute, Rutherford, Cal., under 
the supervision of Rev. D. O. Crowley, ap- 
pointed for this purpose by His Grace, the Most 
Rev. Archbishop of San Francisco. 


New York Branch, 61 E. 9th St. 





THOS. J. FLYNN & CO. 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
Catholic Church Goods 
and Religious Articles 
The latest Catholic publications on hand. 
62 and 64 ESSEX ST., BOSTON. 
Special Boston Agency for THE FIELD AFAR and 


all publications of the Catholic Foreign Mission 
Society of America. 











If the Annuity idea appeals to you, 
note the paragraph on 165. 





Short Catechism of Church History. 
It contains two hundred questions 
with clear, brief answers. Price 25 cents. 
Orders sent to Tme Fiery Arar will 
benefit the C. F. M. S. 


The Church in Many Lands 
A Trip Around the World 
By Rev. J. J. Burke 
Price, $1.00 
C.F.M.S., Maryknoll, Ossining, N. Y. 


P. H. HORAN 
Patentee and Manufacturer 
Altar-Bread Baking Ovens and Cutters 
Factory—634 Harrison Ave. 
Boston, Mass. 


BOSTON ACADEMY OF NOTRE 
DAME.—A Select Day School for Young Ladies. 
Founded in 1853 and chartered by the State Legisla- 
ture in 1865. Itis conducted by the Sisters of Notre 
Dame (Namur) and is situated on Berkeley Street, 
south of Boylston, which renders it easy of access by 
electric cars from all parts of the city and suburbs. 
Address : SISTER SUPERIOR. 














If you are interested in the spread of Catholic Liter- 
ature write for a Catalogue and list of Good Books. 


The Paulist Press 
The Paulist Fathers’ Publishing House 
120-122 West 6oth Street New York, 


VOCATIONS TO THE PRIESTHOOD 


This valuable treatise, prepared by Rev. F. X. 
STEINBRECHER, will be sent to any address on receipt 
of Ten Cents in Stamps. Apply to 
THE FIELD AFAR, Maryknoll, Ossining P. O.,N. Y, 


THE MISSION HELPERS OF 
THE SACRED HEART 
416 W. Biddle Street 

Baltimore, Md. 


A Congregation of Home Mission- 
ary Sisters. Send them your ad- 
dress for their new Review and 
information as to how you may co- 
operate in their work and enjoy 
special privileges. 


Boston’s. New Catholic Bookstore and 
Church Goods House 
EVERYTHING FOR THE 
Church, School, Convent, and Catholic Home 
MATTHEW F. SHEEHAN CO. 

17-19 Beach Street, Boston Telephone, 778 Oxford 


WASHINGTON PRESS 


JOHN D. O'CONNOR 


PRINTING 


242 DOVER STREET 
Boston, Mass. 


























Affiliated to the Catholic 


M A R YC LI F University of America 


A Select College-Preparatory Boarding and Day 
School for Girls. Under the patronage of His 
Eminence, Cardinal O’Connell. Ideal location. 
Half hour from Boston. Private Rooms. French, 
Italian, German, Spanish. For terms address: 
Mother Superior, ““MARYCLIFF,” Arlington 
Heights, Mass. 














1809 1915 
SAINT JOSEPH’S COLLEGE AND 
ACADEMY 


EMMITSBURG, MARYLAND 


Conducted by the Sisters of Charity of Saint Vincent 
de Paul. Courses: Classical, Literary, Commercial, 
Domestic Science, Music, Art. Course in Pedagogy 
open to Senior and Junior Students. Free Catalogue. 


1808 1915 


MOUNT SAINT MARY’S COLLEGE 
AND ECCLESIASTICAL SEMINARY 
EMMITSBURG, MAKYLAND 


Conducted by Secular Clergymen, aided by Lay Pro- 
fessors—Classical, Scientific, C ial C 
Separate Department for Young Boys. Catalogue 
upon request. Address, 


Rt. REV. Monsignor B. J. BRADLEY, LL. D., 
President. 











ST: JOHIN’S PREPARATORY COL- 

LEGE, DANVERS, MASS.—For Boarding and 

Day Students. Conducted by the Xaverian Brothers, 

with the approval of the Most Rev. Archbishop. Aca- 
demic, Commercial, and Preparatory Courses. 

BROTHER DIRECTOR, Danvers, Mass. 





MT: SAINT JOSEPH ACADEMY, 
BRIGHTON, MASS.—Boarding and Day School 
for Young Ladies. 
Courses offered include preparation for College, 
Normal School, and Commercial Pursuits. For further 
particulars apply to SISTER SUPERIOR. 


ACADEMY OF NOTRE DAME, 
LOWELL, MASS.—For Resident and Day Pupils, . 
conducted by the Sisters of Notre Dame (Namur). 
Founded in 1852. The Academic Department offers 
two courses—the General and the College Preparatory. 
For further particulars address SISTER SUPERIOR. 


TRINITY COLLEGE, WASHING- 
TON, D. C.—A Catholic Institution for the 
Higher Education of Women. 
Conducted by the Sisters of Notre Dame of Namur. 
For particulars address THE SECRETARY of the 
College. 


THE ACADEMY OF NOTRE DAME, 
ROXBURY. MASS.—Conducted by Sisters of 
Notre Dame of Namur. A Select Boarding School for 
Girls. Primary, Intermediate and Academic Depart- 
—. Special facilities for the study of Music 


and Art. 

Aims :—Physical Health ; Solid Knowledge ; Cultured 
Manners; Thorough Moral and Religious Training. 
Address: THE SISTER SUPERIOR. 

















THE 
W. J. FEELEY COMPANY 


EcclesiasticalArtMetal Workers 
GOLD, SILVER AND BRASS 
MEDALISTS 
PROVIDENCE, R. I., and 
347 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

















